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Town Tube Station. They would find him in the morn-
ing, peacefully asleep. There would be an inquest, and it
would get into the papers. Some of them, Mr. Golspie
and Lena perhaps, would have to give evidence. Mrs.
Pelumpton, too. Had the deceased been strange in his
actions lately, had he something on his mind? A
promising young fellow-would anybody say that?
Tragic End, Young Clerk's Fatal Romance. Who would
be really sorry? Nobody, No, no, one or two, perhaps a
lot of people; you never knew. Poppy Sellers, for in-
stance; Miss Matfield had said that little Poppy, poor
kid, was keen on him; so that she ought to be sorry, very
sorry; perhaps it would be the great sorrow of her life—
''He meant everything to me, that boy. I worshipped
him"—he could hear these, and other heart-broken
phrases from the pictures, coming from a rather vague
Poppy Sellers, very pale and dressed in black. It made
him feel sorry himself, and it was the pleasantest feeling
he had had for hours, quite warm and luxuriant.
"A very sad case, gentlemen," said the coroner mourn-
fully. "Here you have a young man full of promise—"
Turgis interrupted him, for somehow Turgis was there
too: "It's all right saying that now" he cried to them all,
triumphant in his bitterness, "but why didn't you do
something about it before? It's too late now, and you
know it is. Too late, too late! Let this," he continued
sternly, "be a warning to you." But that was silly. He
would be dead and gone. Perhaps he ought to leave a
letter; they usually left letters; but he hated writing
letters, and he knew there was no ink in the room. No,
of course, he hadn't any ink! He'd nothing! He might
as well finish it off now, and show them all, the rotten
swine!

